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strolling along with them. Down the garden paths they would
go, to the farm, the grotto, the shrubbery: Charlotte bubbling
over with spirits; Leopold full of solicitude; the attendant
doctor -watchful.
In the stable, horses stood saddled night and day. Fidget-
ing with their bit, or dozing with down-dropped head, they
stood there, hour after hour, ready, when the moment came,
for messengers to summon the Archbishop of Canterbury,
the Bishop of London, and the ministers who had to be present
when Charlotte's baby arrived.
On Monday, November the third, a little after five o'clock
in the evening. Charlotte was taken ill.
Round to the stables flew the news. Into the saddles jumped
the grooms, and away down the darkening lanes the horses
went galloping.
That night and all through Tuesday Charlotte lay in her
bedroom on the ground floor, her pale face framed by the
meticulously quilted blue silk that ornamented the back
of her bed, her gaze on the white and yellow marble of the
mantelpiece that faced her. She was determined to make no
fuss. "I will neither bawl nor shriek," she told her nurse,
Mrs. Griffiths.
Croft, who was now installed in Leopold's dressing-room
next Charlotte's bedroom, was constantly with her. His fixed
idea was that she must eat nothing. "It is much better for
you not to eat," he advised her, and Charlotte, whatever her
own inclinations may have been, submitted to him entirely.
He would not allow Baillie into the room, but would occa-
sionally go to the door and give his colleague particulars as to
Charlotte's progress, and Baillie in his turn would pass on
what he had heard to the waiting ministers in the breakfast
room. There were three doors to Charlotte's room, and
through these Croft, and Leopold, and Mrs. Griffiths would
come and go. Leopold hardly ever left her, and even when she
was talking to the others her hands would steal across the bed-
clothes till they touched his.
The hours passed. Croft had sent for another doctor, an
accoucheur called Sims, who arrived at two o'clock on Wed-
nesday morning; but Croft did not once allow him in to
Charlotte's bedroom.
It was Tuesday night... it was Wednesday morning. There
Charlotte lay. The whole of Claremont centred in thought
round that one room: so did the villages near, the towns